A     LONDON     YEAR

Here you meet them all: Mamie from Oshkosh
(Wis.), and Grace from Washington (D.C.), and
Maud from Louisville (Ky.). They lean against
counters gazing earnestly at clerks, or they stand
in little knots in the centre of the wide floor, saying,
c Why, fancy meeting you ! We thought you were
in Rome !'

America has won the expensive freedom of the
world. There has never been any country since
the world began from which its citizens escape so
frequently and with such apparent joy. Some of
them seem delighted that there is no place like
home.

Among the bright exiles comes now and then
some tall potential contessa, a dollar princess, who
casts not a glance at the rabble as she goes with
cool elegance to the banking department with a
powerful letter of credit:

c I want eight hundred dollars, please.5

They give it to her in crisp fivers.

c I can't carry that junk around !' she says,
pushing back a pile of odd pennies with a scented
grey glove.

c Darling ! We were only talking about you
yesterday.3

6 Mary ! '

Another dollar princess gushes up. c Yes, mother
and dad are in London ! Yes; Claridges. I'm
going to Court next week. I'm having a dandy
time ! You must meet Lord Blink ! Such a charm-
ing man ! Let's have a party !'

The other exiles put their heads together and
whisper a well-upholstered name as they watch the
girls. You feel a new romance in life. To think
that pork with tomato sauce can create and support
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